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ATLANTIC MONTHLY 
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OCTOBER, 
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The List of Contents and Con- 
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AUTUMNAL TINTS. By the late Henry D. 
Thoreau, 

DAVID GAUNT. By the author of “ Life 
in the Iron Mills. 

EUPHORION. By Bayard Taylor. 
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LEAMINGTON SPA. By Nathaniel Haw- 
thorne. 
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By Edward Jarvis, 
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ELIZABETH SARA SHEPPARD. 

A NICHE IN THE HEART. By the author 
of “Charles Auchester.” 

RESOURCES OF THE SOUTH. By E. H, 
Derby. 

THE BATTLE-AUTUMN OF 1862. By John | 
G. Whittier. 

REVIEWS AND LITERARY NOTICES, 


Terms.— Twenty five cents per number. 
Three dollars per year, post-paid by the 
Publishers. 

TICKNOR & FIELDS, Publishers, 
135 Washington-st., Boston, Mass. 
What an amount of Suffering 


and Disease among the Volunteers would 
be prevented by the free use of 
HOLLOWAY’S PILLS AND OINTMENT. 

For Wounds, Sores and Scurvy, the Oint- 
ment is a certain cure, and for bowel com- 
plaints, fevers,smull pox, etc., the Pilis are 
the best Medicine in the world, 

Only 25 cents per box or pot. 


PIANOS. 
‘CHICKERING & SONS, 


MANUFACTURERS OF 
GRAND, SQUARE, and UPRIGHT PIANOS, | 
Warerooms—694 Broadway. New-York. 
These pianos have always taken the first 








| premiums over all competitors, wherever 


and whenever they have been exhibited ; 

and for public playing they have been se- 
lected by all the most eminent artists who 
have visited this country. 


For full particulars. with description. 
price list, list of medialis and testimonials. 
address, CHICKERING 4 gon NS, rk, 

w-Yor 


J. H. JUHNSTON & CO., 


150 Bowery cor. Broome St. 
NEW-YORK 
SELL AT LOW PRICES 
FINE WATCHES, RICH JEWELRY, STER 
LING SILVER, AND FINE PLATED 
WARE. 
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Watches and Jewelry repaired. 


HASHEESH CANDY. 


A most wonderful Medicinal Agent for the 
cure of Nervousness, Weakness, Melancho- 
ly, Confusion of thoughts, ete. A pleasura- 
ble and harmless stimulant. Under its in- 
fluence all classes seem to gather new inspi- 
ration and energy. 

Price, 25c. and ¢i per box, Beware of imi- 
tations. (imported only by the Gupjah-Wal 
lah Company, 476 Broadway. 

On sale by druggists generally. 
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The First Number of the Sixth Volume of VANITY FAIR was issued 
July 5th, and with it we decided upon the discontinuance of all 
Premiums, preferring to give our Subscribers the advan- 
tage of the difference we have consequently 
made in our rates. 


a 'THRMS OF SUBSCRIPTION. 


PAYABLE INVARIABLY IN ADVANCE. 


| One Copy, per mail, one year, - 
| Five Copies to Club, one year, (and one to Agent.) ~ 
City Subscribers, by Carrier, one year, - - 
Single Copies, - - - - 


Subscribers in Canada and British Provinces must remit fifty cents extra to cover postage. 


WwOowwD YOmWmiasS. 


Single Volume, post-paid, - 
wo Volumes and Copy ot Paper for one year, (books prepaid only,) 
Fag “ it 7 “ “ “ 
Five “ ty ee “ “ 
Three ‘“ to California, ” ae 
Four oe « “ 7 “ “ 
Five “ or) “ “ “s 
Remittances must be made in United States Notes, Gold, New-York or Eastern Currency, 
or other Ourrency at New-York par. 
In submitting this low rate of terms to the public, the publisher trusts he will be liberally respond- 
ed to throughout the country, by all of those who feel an interest and pride in sustaining this 


National EXtumorous Faper. 


WHICH Is NOW PRONOUNCED BY THE MOST COMPETENT JUDGES, TO BE 


WITHOUT A RIVAL. 


ARTEMUS WARD, 
MAC ARONE, 
ETHAN SPIKE 


And the Jone, Het of JESTERS and PHILOSOPHERS who have made their mark in VANITY FAIR 
as GENIAL AMERIOAN HUMORIS?’s, will still coutinue with us, having been specially engaged for 
this paper. while its cena will be graced as heretoiore with original eugravings by our UNAP- 
PROAUHABLE ARIIsts. 
Nothing borrowed, qnolen or copied, ever appears in VANITY FAIR, but the entire contents of 
every number are OKIGINAL, being prepared for it onl 
Now is the time to subscribe at the commencement of the New Volume. 
Seal all letters secureiy, and address plauly to 


LOUIS H. STEPHENS, Publisher for Proprietors, 
No. 116 Nassau Street, New-York. 
SPECIAL NOTICE,—Postmasters and others will oblige us by acting as Agents, A 
Specumen Copy wit ve sent jree on application, Any Agent sending Club of Fivemay retain 
$17 he should prefer to do 80, insteud of receiving Vopy of Paper. We should like to have 
an agent in every Town and Village throughout the Lounty. Send for Specimen Copy. 








AMUSEMENT, 

re 
NIBLO’S GARDE 

Lessee and Manager,........Wm, Wheatley, 


Triumphant Commencement y 
the Fall and Winter 
Season. 


EDWIN FORREY 


IN HIS GREAT CHARACTERS, 


Monday, Wednesday, Thuy. 
day and Friday, 
Mr. Hackett, 


the SHAK ESPERIAN COMEDLy 
Tuesday & Saturday, 
NIXON’S 
CREMORNE GARDEN, 


Monday Evening, 
Sept 22d, 


The very laughable Pantomime of 
THE 


SPIRIT OF THE FLOO, 


In which all the artists of the establish. 
ment will appear. After which, the re 
nowned Spanish Danseuse, 


ISABEL CUBAS, 


will appear ina 


Grand Ballet Divertissemet, 


Supported by the Corps de Ballet, Afer 
which 
GRAND PROMENADE MUSIC IN TH 
GARDEN, 








To conclude with 


EQUESTRIAN PERFORMANCE, ly 
Louise Tournaire, Mdile.{Marie, Conrad 
Brows., ete. 


Matinee every Wednesday and Saturday 
Afternoon. 





Academy of Music 


Lessee and Manager,....Mr, Jas, M. Nix 
MONDAY, Sept. 22d, 1862, 
DEBUT OF 


CARLOTTA PATTI 


When will be presented Bellini’s favorit 
Opera. 


LA SONNAMBOULA. 


SIG MUZIO, 

Musical Director and Conductor. 
SIG. SCOLA, 
Stage-Manager. 

Seats can be secured at the followin 
places ; 
fe. 
eet "s Music Store 701 Bway, 
Sibell & Salisbury’s, No.7 Nossssu-ss 
Messrs. Chickering, #96 Brosdwyy. 
During the recess the houte bas unde 
gone a thorough rejuvenation, 
The Orchestra has been enlarged, 
Two new Priva'e Boxes erected, 
The Lobbies newly Papered, 
Painted and Carpeted, 
The Boxes superbly © 
and Decorated, 
And every accessory that unbounded ots] 
placed without limitation, under 
the control of Artists of the 
highest celebrity. 
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THE SHOWMAN AT HOME. 
BY ARTEMUS WARD. 


Ir Stonewall JAcKson will get religion and come over to our side, 
I'll give him ten dollars a month out of my own pocket. 

We hear very much, too much, about great plans of battle. The 
only plan of battle should be—to lick ’em. 

Onless there’s different management right off, the American Eagle 
will have to disguise hisself as a Shanghi Rooster and make tracks 
for Canady; while the Goddess of Liberty will have to go out doin’ 

in’ral housework, at two dollars a week. 

As for Pope, I can only say that I like his poetry a good deal bet- 
ter than I do his gin’ralship. 

A hansum young gal in our town was sot-up with one night by a 
noble young specimen of the true American, with scissors in his vest 
pocket—I mean a dry-goods clerk—and the young gal’s mother, hear- 
in’ suthin’ pop, arose from her couch, under a impression that her 
oldest boy, who was given to friskyness, was holdin’ a wild revel on 
the root-beer in the west-room. But on openin’ the door she diskiv- 
ered it was huggin’ and kissin’ which had awoken her from her 
peaceful repose. ‘‘My daughter, O my daughter!” this fond parrink 
did cry, “oh! that I should live to see this doins in my own housen !” 


“T know, dear mother,” this sweet village maidin did unto her 
mama quickly reply, “that it is quite unproper, but it’s orful 
soothin’ |” 

So the subscriber isn’t quite sure that it’s right to speak so freely 
a8 this about public affairs, but it kinder soothes him to do it. 


It’s now the sweet, sad season of the year, gentle Ortum. My 
little daughter is singin’ an entirely new song, called ‘‘ Listen to the 
Mockin’ Bird.” Guess you hain’t got it in New-York yet. She’s 
been a-singin’ it to me about all the time, day and night, for the past 
four weeks. I think I’m goin’ to likeit. But I can’t tell until it has 
becum somewhat familiar tome. Yes, this isOrtum! And is it not 
sad to think that the leaves, now so beautiful and green, will soon 
wither and fade? Is it not? I'll bet ‘tis. 


My family and I and several nabers sot round the fire (for it’s 
coolish up here) the other night. There was the Schoolmaster, the 
two Mis. BaLKinsEs, the editor of the Bugle-Horn of Liberty, Mis. 
Sary PEAsLey, and a few others. ; 

_ Mis. Peasley is an old maid, but tain’t her fault. It gin’rally tain’t 
in these cases. And before I forgit it, let me tell you a little story, 
and let me call it “‘ Mis. Peastey’s Revenge.” : 

Mis. PEasLeY was once betroughed to a young feller which he 
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was engaged into mercantile pursoots. He said he thought all the 
world of her, and stated that onless she consented for to be his’n, he 
should lose all relish for vittles, and his dead corps would be found 
floatin in the river, some fine mornin’. Mis. PEASLEY rekiprocated 
his pertended love, and like a good girl as she was, she said his 
people should be her people, and that wheresoever he wentest she 
would likewise wentest with him. But she never wentested. The 
false lover went and married a rich young gal, with a temper like 
winegar and crab-apples. She made him mis’ble by her cuttins-up, 
which it pleased Mis. Peastey. But she wasn’t sufficiently reveng- 
ed as yet. She bided her time, and it came. The mercantile man 
got religion one day, and it was given out that he would be baptized 
on a certin Sunday, with some other converts. A large crowd as- 
sembled to see the baptismal, and as the minister was leadin’ the 
mercantile man into the lake, Mis. PeasLey stept up and gave him a 
large bar of yeller soap. The minister was so ’stonished he scacely 
knew what he was about, but he took the soap in one hand and the 
mercantile man in the other, and marched into the water. The con- 
vert’s wife stood among the crowd on the shore of the lake at the 
time, and bein’, as it has allus been supposed, actooated by a spirit of 
cussedness, hollered out as loud as she could holler, “ That’s right. 
Give him a good washin’, Mister Minister!” Mis. PEASLEY went 
home. Mis, PEASLEY was revenged. 


As I obsarved, we all sot there before the fire; and presently we 
was jined by my full and efficient orc! , Herr Yawcus Von 
SKIMMERHORN. He plays the hand- 2 my show; and to my 
mind there’s no sweeter music than flows from a orgin, altho’ I do 
not, myself, grind. I remember composin’ a Dirge on my step- 
cousin’s death, with a chorus, which I sung with marked effect, ac- 
compinied by the orgin. 

My orchestry is a gigantic German, and can lick a yardful of wild- 
cats before breakfast without sweatin’ a hair. He'll bear lettin’ alone 
about as well as any man I ever saw. So I told him if he heard any 
man smaller than he was talkin’ secesh to gently toss him into the 
lake, and then pull him out. He said he’d do it, and I kinder 
reckoned he would. 

“Where has my Yawcus been?” I said. 
the night ?” 

He said he’d been sousin’ secessionists in the lake. 

“That's quite right,” I said. ‘‘ Don’t let the horses drink there for 
a day or two. Your conduct, Yawcus, pleases me. So you put the 
vile secessionists into the drink, did you, Yawous?” and I larfed at 
the idee. 

‘“'Yaw,” he said, “I buts dem allin. Dey schqueal like ter tam!” 

The door here opened, and Mr. Skrmpuns, the village lawyer, en- 
tered. 

“ How are you, Skimpins ?” I said, risin to greet him. 

He was a picter to behold. His hat was off, his hair looked like 
a parcel of drowndid rats, and his garments was soakin wet. 

“Why, bless me, Skimprns, I’m afeared you're wet !” 

“Qh! you are, are you?” he replied; ‘ well, perhaps I am a leetle 
moist. Your big Dutchman there has been throwin us into the lake 
pretty lively this evenin! He said it was your orders to duck all se- 
ceshers; and on my tellin him I was a strong Union man, he said 
that wouldn’t save me onless I took the oath of allegiance in Dutch!” 

“tHe has a fine appreciation of American humor!” said the Editor 
of the Bugk. 

“You've carried this a leetle too far, my forrin friend,” said I, 
“and I must supersede you, altho I may give you a mountin de- 
partment. If you shouldn’t happen to like a mountin department, 
you can retire to Gloucester, Massachusetts. It is necessary,” I said, 
“to put the foot down firmly once ina while. I shall adopt new 
views as fast as they appear to be true views. What I do about 
things I do it about em, and what I don’t do I don’t do it, not much, 
I don’t. My wife don’t, either.” 

“What's the matter with the old fool?” inquired Brrsy, layin 
down her knittin work and comin to me. 

“The giant intelleck wanders!” murmered the schoolmaster. 

“ Perhaps,” said Mr. Skmmprns, who was ringin the water out of 
his coat-tails, “‘ perhaps it’s suthin with sugar into it.” 

‘“‘Neither,” said I ‘My mind is clear. I’m loocid. I’m honest 
Old Art! And I'll tell you a little story. When I lived vd 

“Ha!” cried the Editor of the Bugle—“ a despatch! a despatch !” 
and he tore a paper from the telegraph boy, who stood in the door- 
way. “It’s from Washington. Washington is safe!” 4 

“Tt must be safe,’ I said. “I don’t care whether there’s a gun in 
Washington or not. Let all the men we’ve been sendin there for the 
past year and a half just lay down as thick as convenient on the out- 
squirts of the town, and it will take the entire rebel army six months 
to climb over them! Yes, I think Washington is safe.” 

“The affairs of the nation,” said the schoolmaster, “are conducted 
with signal brilliance.” 


“ Dutchman! what of 
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“ Whichunce ?” I asked. 

** Brilliance, sir—brilliance !” 

“You speak skarcasticly ?” said I. 

“I do. Why don’t the Gov’ment use the negroes. Why not 
make em useful in every possible way? The rebels make em shoot 
at us—why shouldn’t we teach em to shoot at the rebels? Admittin, 
for argyment’s sake, that negroes isn’t superior to horses and asses— 
don’t we work our horses and asses?” 

“Yes, certainly,” I replied, ‘we work our horses, but we put asses 
ontoem! That's what makes us so sick!” 

““T think I see it,” said the schoolmaster. 
that’s a fact.” 

“No,” I replied; ‘‘and I'll say this: if with our vast advantage, 
in almost every respect, over the South; if we, a great free nation 
by ourselves, can’t wollup the foe till he yells for mercy, then I’m 
goin.to Mexico where they have a stable Gov’ment, and the rest of 
you had better take suthin warm and lay down! But, my friends, 
never despair of the Republic. We air about to try it on agin, with 
a army big enough to grind the enemy to powder—a army to be led, 
let us all pray, by one good man. Better or braver troops never fit 
than ours. They’ve done their duty, God blessem! But they’ve 
had too many bosses, The only trouble with our splendid army has 
been Bad Bossin. This is to be reformed hereafter—and so hooray 
for the old flag! May it soon fly over every State, with all its wan- 
derin stars come back agin, as in the happy old time! That’s worth 
fightin for—it’s worth dyin for! Young man, inlist right off. Air 
you afeared it'll spile your beauty? Let me tell you that the best 
and prettiest girls in this country air hereafter goin to be courted by 
fellows on crutches, who have done great things in battle, and you 
chaps who staid at home in your country’s dark hour won’t stand no 
more chance of gettin one of em than J. Davis does of goin to heaven 
in a balloon! Enlist—enlist! In the language of Hamuer’s daddy, 
‘list, oh ! list !’” 

And it bein late, the company dispersed. 


“We ain’t very well, 


OUR WAR CORRESPONDENCE, 
LaizER FROM MCARONE. 


MARYLAND, Sept. 17th. 

Dear VANITY :—Let the above date suffice. I do not care to in- 
form the public... and the Rebels especially . . . of my exact 
whereabouts. The correspondents of the Press are not permitted to 
state any facts, now-a-days. . . 

Which may account for the character of their letters generally. 

Congratulate me, my VaNity! I have driven the Rebel hordes 
from Virginia. 

I drove them into Maryland. 

They are horribly destitute, but well provided with United ‘States 
treasury notes, gold, silver, copper, nickel, and postage-stamps, with 
which they pay liberally for everything they want.* 

Latest advices from Squan, N. J., say that the backbone, etc., etc., 
is broken in that region. 

Steps are being taken for the permanent renewal and reparation 
of the Anaconda. Since General Pore ignored strategy and defence, 
that reptile has become a little leaky, but under General McCLELLAN 
. . . the soldier who was never whipped . . . it will soon regain its 
muscular proportions. 

A friend who lives in New-Jersey informs me that there are a good 
many hunky boys down that way who want to organize independent 
cavalry troops for scouting and skirmishing on the borders. I sin- 
cerely hope that Governor OLDEN, who is a very sensible man, will 
hasten to grant permission for the organization of such forces. They 
are needed. 

At the time that Pope drove the Rebels from Manassas to Alex- 
andria, President LINCOLN called upon me in some excitement. 

“It looks badly, Mao,” said he, thoughtfully turning his quid; 
“what ought to be done ?” 

“You know what J think, Sire,” I responded. 

“You think as always, I s’pose.” 

“T s’pose.” 

“ And that is?. .” 

“ That GeorGE B. McCLELLan is the only man in the North fit to 
be Commander-in-Chief of an Army |” 

ABRAHAM was silent for a moment. 

“Well,” he said, fiaally, ‘I don’t know but you're rigbt.” 

“T never was wrong, your Honor.” 

“Hm ... but my Secretary of War thinks . . .” 

“Oh! yes, I know. President ABRAHAM, I want to tell you some- 
thing. All last winter aud spring we had nothing but Union victo- 





* Although this statement is corroborated by the daily papers, we fear there is 
some error in it.—Vanity Faia. 








ries. Fort Henry: Fort Donelson; Newbern; Bowling Green; (o- 
lumbus ; Island No. Ten; New-Orleans; I don’t know how many 
places, fell into our hands one after the other, That was with Mo- 
CLELLAN at the helm. Since then we have not gained one consider. 
able victory. This is with Sranrow at the helm. I don’t want to 
be invidious, boss, but you can draw your own conclusions, And I 
can’t say that I think much of a magnate who spends bis time in 
writing letters to the crazy editor of an Abolition paper.” 

ABRAHAM colored a little. 

“No...no.. .” said he; “I don’t s’pose it is quite consistent 
with the dignity of high office; but then, these confounded fellows 
bother a man, so! Now, how many letters do you suppose Colonel 
GREFLEY has written to me, since my inauguration?” 

“Can’t guess.” 

“Four hundred and ninety-six. And be hasn’t got through yet.” 

The President heaved a sigh that was almost a moan. 

I asked him to take a nip, but he declined. 

“*T knowed a young man out to Zanesville,” said he, “‘ who got to 
drinking, and he died. It made an impression onto me. I’ve never 
drinked a drop, since.” 

**T honor you for it, Sire,” said I with effusion ; ‘but it is a necessi- 
ty with me. Not only is the spirit willing, but the flesh is mighty 
weak ; so, with your permission, I will pause in my mad career, and 
take a drink.” 

“Now, about McCLELLAN,” resumed the President; “if T reinstate 
him as Commander-in-Chief, people will say: ‘Oh! ho! Old Azz is 
backing down! The press has bullied him.’ Now, I don’t want 
’em to think I’m bullied.” 

“We can fix that, sir, easy enough. You have a good head for 
jokes. Can’t you think up some little dodge?” 

“T might ... why, yes... I might make him Commander of 
all the forces at Washington, and then call in the whole Army to 
Washington, eh ?” 

“Capital! Do it, Anz,” I cried, quite forgetting myself. 

So he did it. At first, the home traitors all crowed. McoCLELLAN 
reduced to the handful of troops in Washington, they thought, was a 
great coming down. In two days their faces fell . . . the whole 
Army of Virginia was under McCLELLAN! 


This was the work of McARONE. 


$a 
A SAFE BET. 


Some people are astonished at the effrontery of the Rebel General 
Leg, in betting a hundred to ten that he will take dinner at WiL- 
LARD’S in a fortnight or less, 

We don’t see anything remarkable in it. 

We consider it, on the contrary, a perfectly safe bet—a regular 
“open and shut” thing—for Lez, and a dead “ sell” for his opponent. 

For LEE has only to be taken prisoner to be sent to Washington, 
instantly paroled, and, walking into WILLARD’s with a small roll of 
“ greenbacks,” he may dine there as long as they last, like any other 
man. 

“ Tt’s as easy as rolling off a log!” 

And we trust we shall not be considered as sympathizing with 
the Rebellion, when we add, that we sincerely wish General Lee may 
win his bet in the facile.and ingenious manner above specified. 


oo 


“CARPE DIEM.” 


A “GENERAL” Hiv. 


WueEn Generals find, in dirty Poli- 
Tics, that demagogues betray, 

How should they show their melancholy 
Conviction that it does not pay ? 


The safest way to prove repentance 
Sincere, and shun disgrace condign, 

Is, to forestall the nation’s sentence, 
And—ere their “ goose is cooked”—resign ! 


oo 


To be Sure. 

A couNTRY paper, in the frenzy of prophecy, warns the Canadians 
of a future emergency, 

“When the Yankee is knocking at their door and the ‘Ome Government his 
left them to their own protection.” 

We are truculent. We propose to whip creation, as a matter of 
course. But wouldn’t it be well to take care of General Stonewall 
JACKSON before we swallow the British Provinces ? 
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PEASE AND RICHARD. 
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quire of the American people, “ How is it possible that conflicts o 


VANITY FAIR. 


HILE acknowledging the be- 
nevolent animus which has 
evidently instigate? the Peace 
Society of London in address- 
ing their late remonstrance to 
the People of the United 
States, we still feel bound to 
differ with that well-regulated 
association, on the subject of 
fighting in general, and this 
private little “difficulty” of 
ours in particular, 

Messrs. Pease and RIcH- 
ARD, spokesmen for the Socie-| 
ty, object to the settlement of 
apy kind of quarrel by means 
of what they are pleased to 
term “brute force.” Forget- 
ting that there is such a re- 
cord as written history. PEASE 
and RICHARD plaintively in- 
f brute force can decide com- 


plex questions of moral and political right?” and, following up this puzzler with zealous but il- 
logical proposition, suggest a settlement based upon the principle of the tranquil prayer-meeting. 
The rights of private property, O Pease and RicHARD! may be taken into comparison with 


those involved in what you call ‘‘complex questions of moral an 
matters in the plain, ungassed light of every day, then. 


d political right.” Just view 


If a rough stops you on the highway, 


PEASE, aud wants to borrow your watch, or your port-monnaie, is it your little game to back 


down before him instead of showing fight? We ask the same qu 
you ever dispose of one such rough by singing his hat over his 
ravishing melodies, and then Juilling him into the roadside gutter wi 


estion of you, RicHarD. Did 
eyes with one of Dr. Warts’s 
th some extract of SPURGEON ? 


Respectable persons as we believe you to be, PEASE and RICHARD, we would not suppose you 
capable of asserting any such thing; rather would our experience of human nature lead us to 
indulge the hope that you, PEasg, had butted your head full into the corduroy stomach of the 


highwayman, while you, RicHARD, aided him to bis downfall with 


a kick in the ribs, and then 


sat assiduously upon his head until the laggard police arrived to your reiterated yells. 


This gives about the short and the long of every kind of fight. 
London! in the green ones of this world have you many admirers. Tastes differ. 


Yet, O Peace Society of 
There are 


those who like nothing so well as Pork and Beans; there are a few who think everything of 


PEASE and RICHARD, 


NEW DUET. 
FOUNDED ON THE ‘‘ LOGIC OF EVENTS.” 
Ar :—Blue-eyed Mary. 





Unote SaMvue. 
Come, tell me, peak éd stranger, 
Say, whither dost thou roam? 
O’er my domain a ranger, 
Hast thou no friend or home? 


STONEWALL JACKSON. 


They called me ‘‘ Stonewall Jackson,” 
When friends and fortune smiled ; 
But Stonewall J. his back ’s on, 
He now is sorrow’s child. 


Uncre SamMveEL. 
Come here, I'll buy thy plunder, 
And ease thy hapless lot: 


(What shall I buy, I wonder!) 
Let’s see—what have you got! 








STONEWALL JACKSON. 
I’ve nothing but these laurels! 
They’re fading awful fast : 
Distress hath spurred my morals, 
I loathe the sinful past. 


Unote Samu. 


Look up, then, poor forsaken ! 
Ill give thee house and home: 
And, if I’m not mistaken, 
Thou’lt never wish to roam. 


STONEWALL JACKSON. 


Once more I’m happy “ Stonewall !” 
Once more has Fortune smiled! 

He who’s content with one fall 
May yet be fortune’s child! 





now. 


away on the Maryland 
anywhere. 
him to the State prison 


like it Still. 


three heads ? 


About a Foot. 

JEeNnKS thinks there is unnecessary alarm 
about the invasion of Pennsylvania by the 
Rebels, because, from the unscrupulous eager- 
ness with which they plunder the shoe-stores 
in Maryland and the border, it is evident that 


they will advance scarcely a bare foot toward 
the centre of the State. 


———— 


A Tale of the Sea. 


“How terribly the ship labors!” exclaim- 
ed the Passenger to the Captain, as they stood 
together in the bight of the binnacle; “what 
cargo have you in the hold ?” 

“ Petroleum,” replied the Captain, turning 
his telescope in his trousers’ pocket. 

““Oh! ah!—petroleum,” rejoined the Pas- 
senger— ‘‘that’s Rock-oil; no wonder she 
rocks.” 


Correction. 


It has been incorrectly stated that ApPLE- 
TON OAKSMITH, who broke jail the other day, 
was Originally a dentist. The assertion pro- 
bably originated in the facility shown by him 
in Scaling the prison walls, and getting rid of 
the jailer, who is said to be a Tartar. 


— 


Fishy. 


WE have lately seen a newspaper para- 
graph describing a “Trout Factory” in full 
operation somewhere in Connecticut. The 
writer has neglected to inform us what kind 
of wood the trout are whittled out of, but, on 
a rude guess, we should say that it must be 
Bass-wood. 


MYTHOLOGICAL MUSINGS. 
Pomona, the goddess of fruit, sits by the Park railings every day 
CERES is also to be seen, by those who cross the ferries and 
look for her yellow crinoline in the fields, 


BELLONA is rampant 
borders, but we don’t see much of Vesta 


Such is life. 
We are told by the poets that “ VuLoan forged the bolts of Jovz,” 
but they have neglected to inform us whether RHADAMANTHUS sent 


for doing it. 


Was the nectar quaffed by the gods a sparkling beverage or a 
still? We incline to suppose that it must have been the latter. 
least, were the gods to bloom out again upon us, we think they would 


At 


It would be a curious and interesting subject for the dog-fancier to 
trace the descendants of CERBERUS. 
the “‘double-nosed pointer” prove to be from the stock of the dog with 


Might not the animal known as 


—~<— — 


Curious Physiological Fact. 
EXActT observers must doubtless have remarked that the mosquito 





always alights and remains upon a wall, or other perpendicular sur- 
face, with his head upward. From this fact a well-known physiolo- 
gist, (initials of name, V. F.,) has adduced the supposition that the 
industrious insect in question is subject to rush of blood to the head— 
the only difficulty being to determine who is the legal proprietor of 
the blood that rushes there, whether the mosquito, or you, or ourself, 
or any other man, 

—_—— - i ———— 
Bad for the Sioux. 


WE would not give much for the chances of the red men of Minne- 
sota, now that the paroled men of our army are going to be sent af- 
ter them. Only think what a fine time the Paroled Man would have 
had but for the Red Man! The P. M. would have been an immense 
“ straggler” here, with his bounty, and bis pay, and his uniform, and 
nothing to do but sport them all. But, lo! the R. M. arises like a 
little cloud upon the horizon, and the P. M., who is not a P. M. to 
him, must chase him in his native wilds. The vicious feeling of the 
P. M. toward the R. M. may therefore be imagined; it cannot be de- 
scribed. 
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Sporting. 


Ir is asserted by some of the daily papers, 
that a set-to may shortly be expected to come 
off between the African champion, Winpat. 
PHILLIPS, and GEORGE F. TRAIN, known in 
sporting circles as the “ Lightning Express,” 
The bells used in training these renowned 
athletes are not the normal Dumb bells, but 
regular hard old metallic ringers, with tre. 
mendously long tongues. 


Soo 
Lyrical. 
THE very conflicting reports recently waft- 
ed to us regarding affairs at Harper’s Ferry, 
would almost warrant one in supposing that 


the Harper to whom that place belongs must 
occasionally perform upon the Lyre. 


_— 





Beau-coup ! 


Firz-Boosgy, whose French is somewhat 
‘|misty, reading in the Richmond Enquirer 
- | that “‘ Washington will have to be taken by 
> |a ‘coup de main,’” remarked that the demain 
spoken of was one of those “ to-morrows that 
never come.’’ 


ee 


Pickled Butternuts. 
Jupe@inG from the quantity of salt said to 
> |have been recently sent to the rebels in 
& Maryland, it is evident that they regard 
themselves as likely to be placed in a pretty 
considerable pickle before long. 


Oe 








GERMANTOWN GRAPHICS._-WAR SERIES. 


Sept. 13TH, 1862. 

Ir is reported that the Market men from White Marsh, who passed 
through Germantown this week, on their way to supply Philadelphia 
and New-York with chickens and butter, were fully armed and equip- 
ped, in anticipation of being stopped on the road by Rebel Guerrillas. 

Some.of them, even, imagining that Germantown might be already 
in possession of the Invaders, bivouacked in their wagons all night, 
between this place and Mount Airey. 

They were, one and all, determined to sell their lives quite as dear 
as their produce! 

Judge, from this desperate resolution, of their lofty courage ! 

A well-known citizen of Germantown, having been repeatedly told 
by his wife that “ his fingers were all thumbs,” is about to claim ex- 
emption from military service on the score of digital deformity. 

The stocking-weavers of this outskirt propose organizing them- 
selves into a corps d’élite, for the extermination of the Confederates, 
in the confident belief that they can never get “ worsted” in Rebel- 
dom. To forestall troubles about the bounty, however, they say they 
will not move a foot, without the Government “ socks” first. 

The able-bodied youth who represents Germantown in its poetic as- 
pect,‘having imprudently exposed himself to a “ draft,” is now suffer- 
ing from.an eruption of a uniform character all over his body. The 
county surgeon has prescribed a “ private” pedestrian excursion 
Southward, accompanied by occasional letting of blood. 

Upon his return from the Doctor's, the melancholy youth handed us 
the following verses written in microscopic letters on the back of a 
condemned postage-stamp : 


HOMCOPATHETIC, 


“Come, strip your manly form, young man!” 
The cruel surgeon sternly cried : 

“All right! The homceopathic plan 
Will suit you, slightly modified.” 


“How ?” cried the Youth, in wan despair. 
The crul surgeon only laughed, 
And said: “A speedy change of air, 
Methinks, will noutralize the ‘ draft’!” 





A DELICATE POSITION ALL ROUND. 


A Race that must be Run — into the 
und. 
The Sioux Race. 














Sept. 15TH. 

Germantown was invaded this morning by a stranger in a buggy, 
who drove furiously up the street. 

The Home Guard were instantly on the alert. 

The Alert is situated immediately facing the bar of Br—ner’s Tay- 
ern. 

From the gloomy aspect of the stranger, he was at first taken for 
General Lee on his way to dine in Washington. A large demijohn 
in the buggy added color to this supposition. 

He drew up in front of Br—ner’s, and rushing through the ranks of 
the H. G., took up a position in front of their battle array, and asked 
the H. G. to “join him.” 

It is our painful duty to state that the H. G., without a single ex- 
ception, and uncompelied, yielded to the request of a single and ap- 
parently unarmed man, and “joined him” at once! ? 

He then announced himself as the bearer of—a patent infallible 
glue for the mending of fractured earthenware. 

Upon our expressing the opinion that that sort of thing was “ run 
into the ground,” he retired in a gentlemanly manner. 

A stray Zouave remarked, that “the fellow ought to go to Pe 
kin, and cement the broken peace of China there.” 

But being instantly struck on the diaphragm with a spittoon, he 
relapsed into silence. 

And, from a milden cause, so doth, for the present. 

Yours, Hans Von Puck. 


0 ee 
The March of Decrepitude, | 


A FOREIGN correspondent of one of the weeklies writes that “ Edin- 
burgh is deserted by everybody that has been able.” This seems to 
argue an exodus of all decayed individuals, and must, therefore, be 
considered a good thing for Edinburgh. We sometimes wish that 
“everybody that has been able” would leave Washington also; 
though, even then, we might not get rid of the Cabinet officers. 


ee 
Right to a T. 


GENERAL McCLELLAN is said to have “taken tea” with Mr. Srav- 
TON, one evening last week. Sound the glad tidings. 











ee 
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A FRIENDLY HINT. 


Governor Curtin —“ FRIEND JACKSON, THEE MUST LEAVE OF A SUDDEN}; THEE HAS NO BUSINESS HERE, AND 


I usr REPROVE THEE—THUS!” 
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OUTRAGE ON A BRITISH SUBJECT. 


Milesian Female.—(To exotic Swell, who has eaten one of her peaches.)—*‘1s rv 10 PAY ME WID 
Iv’s HARD casH I PAY FOR ME PACHES, AND ITS NOTHIN’ BUT HARD casH/|confiding capitalist ? 


A STAMP YOU WaNT? 


Tut TAKE FOR THIM!”—(Swell hurries away to British Consul, to complain of what he calls an| 


“American Houtrage.”) 


Coincidence, 


“STONEWALL” the Rash, with “several” 
thousand men, 

Marched on the North, and then—marched 
back again! 

A King of France did something—saith the 
rhyme— 

Much like this exploit, in the olden time; 

Save that the simple ascent of a hill, 

And its descent, displayed the Monarch’s 
skill, 

And that, unlike him of the quaint surname, 

The King marched back no quicker than he 
came ! 


a <> 


Mother Goose on the Rebel Invaders. 
Hickory, dickory, docks! 

They crossed near the “‘ Point of Rocks ;” 
But encountering Mao, 

They “skedaddled” back! 

Hickory, dickory, docks! 


<> 


A Shaky Jibe. 


““Wuy is Philadelphia in such a tremble 
at the prospect of invasion?” asked the Bar- 
keeper, gently warming the ice in his hand 
ere he dropt it into the tumbler. 

“T suppose,” said the Judge, taking a pull 
j at the punch, “it is’—-another draught— 
|“ because’—a longer and stronger swig— 
|*there are so many’’—setting down the 
jemptied glass—‘‘ Quakers there !” 

The Barkeeper drew a long breath, and in- 
|stantly made another punch, with the same 
lice, for a strange customer. 





<> . _ 

Con.: By a‘ Bull,’ (not John.) 
Wuris “Stonewall” Jackson like a too- 
Because he makes rash “ advances” upon 


jcontested property. 





LETTERS FROM THE PEOPLE—No. XI. 
FROM THE REV. MACPELAH BAXTER, D.D. 
New-Yorg, Sept. 12th, 1862. 

Vanity Farr: Kind Sir:—Pray do not think it strange I shouid 
decide to notice thus pointedly a print so light and worldly as yours 
—given, as I perceive, to matters which (alas! that it should be 
said) are the furthest removed from whatever is naturally grave and 
serious, Oh! that there should be need of such a print! Why will 
the world be so foolish and wicked? But until it shall cease to be 
80, (oh! could I be assured of the blessed dawn of a better day!) I 
will not decry your publication ; for it verily maketh many deserved 
thrasts, and hath already achieved much good. 

There is something very painful to a religious mind in the thought 
that so many of our journals and hebdomadals should in these times 
be biassed by prejudice, and warped from the line of truth and jus- 
tice, It is terrible, but true, that three different dailies, and one 
weekly, have this morning refused me space for the expression of my 
views on the subject which you have promptly granted me leave to 
treat in your columns. 

To come at once to my point, I would call your attention to the 
painful fact that the late Letter of the individual termed Parson 
Brownlow, addressed “ To the Governors of the Loyal States,” was 
actually written on the Sabbath! So far from this shocking fact hav- 
Ing been concealed by the Parson—who, I am bound to acknowledge, 
8 very direct and open—he rather calls attention to it. After speak- 
lug of the way in which he had improved the previous Sabbath—by 
preaching to a regiment in Philadelphia—he adds, “ I improve [mark 
the word] this Sabbath, Sept. 7th, by writing this address to the Goy- 
ernors of the Loyal States.” 

When we consider how fearfully the times have changed since the 
days of our godly Puritan forefathers—how that the sacred Sabbath 
is suffered to be profaned by our resident population, through visits 





to the Central Park, and other attractive places, where they have the 


worldliness and hardness of heart to seem happy and contented, and 
not at all chastened by serious thoughts—how that soldiers are 
marched, drums ate beat, telegraph operators are kept employed, and 
people venture to think of war and carnage, and to inquire eagerly 
for news, even on the steps of the sanctuary—we confess we are 
staggered, and feel apprehensions of some signal and fearfully abrupt 
expression of divine wrath. But nothing, in the way of Sabbath 
desecration, has seemed to me so shocking and every way terrible as 
this sin of Parson Brownlow. I am indeed told that he has been 
known to curse, and also to exhibit unseemly vehemence in his de- 
nunciations of offenders; but we must forgive something to human 
weakness and infirmity. In this latest and most heinous sin, how- 
ever, I can see no palliation. Some would urge that so long as 
there was palliation for the man who had rescued his unfortunate beast 
on the Sabbath day, another might on that day essay to deliver his 
country—which certainly is of more value than an ass; but, granting 
him to have but that Sabbath conceived the idea, and to have felt 
that even an hour’s delay were too great—how much more piously 
would he have been employed ir. meditating on the things of eternity, 
or even in gently dozing, with religious unction, and dreaming of the 
heavenly mansions! 

I have sometimes thought it would have been judicious, in the 
translators commissioned by King James, to have dropped the pass- 
age to whieh I have referred, with other kindred ones, since they 
have worked so much mischief in minds of a worldly tendency. I 
am afraid that the very name--Sun-day—which our ancestors wisely 
shunned, has mischief in it. I therefore, for mysel‘, abstain from the 
use of that term, and believe I am thus helped to repress the light 
and careless ideas apt to be suggested by it. 

Though feeling as if I had but begun my theme, I am con- 
scious I ought to use no more of your limited space, and therefore 
desist—begging leave to commend what I have said (in all humility) 
to your earoest and prayerful consideration. 

Your brother in the faith, MAocPELAH Baxter, D.D. 
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THE TOWN SHOWS. 


IRST in order, this week, 


time Circus- Manager an 
now Opera - Director, Mr. 
James Munroe Nixon, who 
is about to apply the Mon- 
ROE doctrine, in all its force, 
to the Academy of Music. 
As I had the pleasure of 
announcing last week, Mr. 
Nrxon gracefully commen- 
ces his new career by intro- 
ducing to the operatic stage 
the brilliant and beautiful 
Cartotta Parti. I ven- 
ture to predict that her dé- 
but will turn out to be the 
musical event of the season, 
and that henceforth her 
path, hitherto somewhat 
thorny, will, like that of her 


with flowers. Truth to 
speak, I have already sent 
her a nosegay myself, and 
had it presented (never 
mind thanking me, for I did 
it out of pure diffidence) in 
the name of Vanity Fair. 
Other offerings of the kind— 
and of every kind—will be 
p sure to follow, and, before 

the season is over, the 
Academy may present such a scene of triumph as has not been witnessed there since the advent 

of Jenny Linn. 

The impediment that has hitherto kept Miss Parti from the operatic boards (her well-known 
lameness) has been, if not wholly removed, reduced to an all but imperceptible limp, which some- 

‘ times—like a slight squint, for example, or a lisp—makes people all the more interesting. In 
fact, the worst that can now be said of her in this respect is that (to strain a figure a little) she 
lisps with her feet. 
winking her right eye, at a certain point in one or two of her songs, which takes the audience 
right off their seats; a susceptible friend who sat near me, the other night, said if she did so again 
he should call for the police.) 

In respect to her vocal powers and her promise as an actress, there appears to be no difference 
of opinion. The uncommon purity and sweetness of her voice—the facility with which she exe- 
cutes the most difficult towrs de force (as if she had been practising all her life on a musical 
trapéze)—the marvellous ease and grace of her movements—the striking beauty and expressi- 
bility of her countenance—and these qualities set off with rare dignity and elegance of manners— 
constitute her one of the most charming and accomplished persons that ever conquered lyric or 
aspired to operatic honors. The only question, therefore, to be decided—and it is one in which 
the entire sympathies of the public are enlisted—is whether she has secured a permanent reme- 
dy for her lameness. At present the belief is that she Aas, and that the Opera will thus, for the 
second time, (the case of Rocrr, the great French tenor, representing the first,) be laid under 
lasting obligations to surgo-mechanical science. 

I have not yet seen the ingenious and intricate apparatus alluded to, but I mean to on the 
second night of Miss Partt’s appearance ; and if it doesn’t work well—or if, like the famous cork 
leg, it works too well—I promise next week, on the faith of a Critic, and in the interest of Science 
—to say nothing about it. 

The next names on my list, Mr. Printer, are Mr. Forrest, Mr. HACKETT, Miss BATEMAN, and 
Mr. SHAKESPEARE; and I regret to say that I must huddle them all up in a single paragraph. 

In respect to Mr. SHAKESPEARE, I must be allowed to congratulate the public that, like Mr. 
Wesster, he “ still lives,” and that, notwithstanding the opinion of Mr. CHARLES Lams, he bids 
fair to hold his own on the stage quite as long as most of his successors. In respect to the play- 
ers aforesaid, I have only to say, in general terms, that never yet having seen any good tragic 
acting, (except in domestic life,) I can speak with unqualified praise only of Mr. Hackert, 
whose Fatsrarr is so perfect in every detail, that his name must continue to be identified 
with it, for generations to come, against all comers. The performances of Mr. FoRREST and 
Miss BATEMAN, however, have been marked by great energy and power, and were I what is 
called a “‘ Muscular Christian,” I could say some things about them that would sound pretty 
fine. But, fortunately perhaps for you and some others, Mr. Printer, I am not a ‘“ Muscular 
Christian,” and therefore look upon the whole school of modern tragedy as one that ought to be 
immediately dismissed. I must be excused for mentioning Mr. Forrest and Miss BATEMAN in 
the same breath, but I do so because I look upon them both as great artists, taking substan- 
tially the same view of their profession, and having attained to a perfection in it (from the stage 
point of view) which in each case—and especially, considering her youth, in that of Miss Barts- 
MAN—alls for the highest commendation. That they take a different view of tragedy from the 
subscriber, is after all a matter of small consequence, (except, possibly, to him,) since they con- 
form to the best traditions, and more than meet the requirements of the public. Moreover, no 
one can produce the effect that Miss BaTeMAN has just done in Lapy MacseEru, and Mr. Forrest 
in Hamer and OTHELLO, without possessing, if not genius, at Teast a high order of talent, which, 
as things go, is in much more demand. (I think all this is rather muddy, Mr. Printer, but per- 
haps, if you will give it a little time to settle, it will come out all clear.) 





Mr. Printer, comes our Se |delay, have at last not only issued their 


sister ADELINA, be strewn | 


(N.B. I can’t quite say I should like to see her squint, but she has a way of 


And now, a word of greeting and gratula. 
tion for Lapy Laura and MINE ANCIENT at 
| WALLACK’s, who, after no little dalliance and 


|but actually opened their doors. I fane 
there will be something like a love-chase be. 
tween them all the season. They both open 
with the dear old comedies, and both have 
something livelier in store in case the old 
comedies get musty. In respect to the two 
companies, one hardly knows what to say. 
Mr. WALLACK retains all his old favorites, ex. 
jcepting Mr. BLake, who has gone over to 
|Miss KEENE, and his place will be almost 
made good by Mr. JoHN GILBERT. Migs 
KEENE has parted with several of her best 
actresses, but, en revanche, she has engaged 
Mrs. SEDLEY Brown, who promises to be one 
| of the leading attractions of the season, while 
‘in the way of actors she has added to her 
|list, besides Mr. Buake, Mr. Cuas. Wuear- 
| LEIGH, Mr. CHARLES Watcot, Jr., Mr. Sruarr 


| Rosson, and others, making—with her lady- 





iship at the head—rather a formidable com- 
| pany to contend against. 

| When the contest between the two houses 
|is fairly under way—comedy against comedy, 
comedian against comedian—I will endeavor 
to give some account of it. At present, the 
parties have but just entered the ring, and 
any opinion as to their respective qualities 
would be premature. 

In regard to general matters, there is very 
little to say. 

ULLMAN is expected home by the next 
steamer, and, according to his agents here, 
will commence a short operatic season at the 
Academy on the 15th of next month, in order 
to bring out Mlle. CorDizR, a prima donna 
who made something of a hit, awhile ago, in 
New-Orleans; then again, on the 15th of No- 
vember, war and weather permitting, he 
promises us another season with the great 
TiTixns as the star; both ladies to be sup- 
ported by Brignoul, Formes, Susi, D’Ayc- 

tc. 


ete. 

Meanwhile Grav and Max Marerzex have 
come to an entente cordiale, and, when Nix- 
on has finished his week, will take the 
Academy and give half a dozen perform- 
ances or so, commencing on the 29th, with 
Max’s new troupe, consisting (and this is 
the only correct list) of Signoras Cuarron, 
Meport, Suzrzer, and Yrapizr, with Signors 
MazzoLent, Miverti, Bewuw1, Biacn and 
VIALETTI. 

Miss BATEMAN will leave here presently for 
Philadelphia, after having played thirty 
nights to full houses, and in the parts of JULIA, 
Rosa GREGORIO, GERALDINE, LADY MACBETH, 
Branca, THE MADONNA OF Art, and Pav- 
LINE—a pretty brilliant achievement for a 
girl of but eighteen summers, and even bigger 
in promise than in execution. 

Miss Keene, as I should have said before, 
gives us among other of the standard come- 
dies, ‘‘Old Heads and Young Hearts,” “‘ The 
School for Scandal,” ‘‘The Road to Ruin,” 
“She Stoops to Conquer,” “The Heir-at- 
Law,” “The Rivals,” and new plays by Mrs. 
Ann S, STEPHENS, CHARLES MATHEWS, JOHN 
BrouGHaM, and CHARLES READ. E 

WALLACK will travel pretty nearly over his 
last year’s tracks, unless the public warns him 
off, in which case, as already intimated, he 
will be ready with something new. 

So you see the season opens brilliantly, and, 
despite the war, we are to have our regular 
rations of cake and ale. a : 

Rejoicing that it is so, and rejoicing still 
more that there is now a prospect of peace, 
remain, Mr. Printer, 

Yours and so on, 





Pups. 








———— 
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VANITY FAIR. _ 





AT 


Young Lady, (occupied in scruping lint. —‘‘Ou! now nappy, HAPPY I SHALL BE, IF THIS 
SHOULD GIVE ONLY ONE OF OUR DEAR WOUNDED SOLDIERS BUT A MOMENT’S RELIEF!” 


ist has done his best to depict chagrin of attendant cavalier.) 


Seeeete eee a a en ee -—— = 


| For Parisians, only. 


| Our French Contributor says, he rather 
|likes to wet the backs of the postage-stamps 
with his tongue, because every time he puts 
one to his lips it reminds him of a delicious 
pear he used to have at home—the “ Glue 
morceau.” 





Revival of an Old Friend. 


THAT celebrated Yankee snake, the great 
American Sea-Serpent, has long been a stran- 
ger to the cherished scenes of his youth. We 
had commenced mourning him as dead, and 
were in the act of writing his epitaph, or 
|rather epithalass, when he sweetly turned up 
|again in a Nevada newspaper. 

| They have discovered a new salt-pond out 
|there, in the midst of a dry wilderness. It 
seems, from the description, to be a water- 

S|spout from the sea, forced up through the 

- ground; and as it is inhabited, according to 

the Nevada newspaper, by a serpent one 
hundred and fifty feet long, we have little 
S |doubt that the hole was bored by the snake 
SSS | 10 his efforts to get away from some Yankee 
SY | whaler, who was after him with a diving-bell 
and harpoon on the bottom of the sea. 
| The snake of the Nevada salt-pond appears 
|to be fond of mutton, as he came up out of 
|his briny retreat to look after a sheep killed 
lon the margin by the ex.erprising discoverer 
of the pond. Naturally, fresh mutton must 
be a novelty to a fellow living all his lite in 
|pickle, as he appears to do; but he has a 
tine display of wild fowl in his larder, it 
jseems, the Nevada newspaper stating that 
|there are no end of ducks and geese in the 
|rushes about the lake. 

We don’t know about the ducks and geese ; 
but we can easily imagine that there must be 
a good many ‘‘rushes about the lake” when 
that old anaconda sticks his head up to have 
a squint at the editors of the Nevada news- 

‘paper. 


(Our art- 





LINES TO THE SENIOR EDITOR OF THE 
“ HERALD.” 


SUGGESTED BY HIS ATTACK ON THE MANHATTAN GAS MONOPOLIZERS, 


GIs it them, JEEMS, with all thy brass, 
Pour vengeance on the men of gas, 
Most potent supervisor. 

But, Jamig, I would plainly ax 

Why you impose the nation’s tax 

On each poor advertiser ? 


Fie, JAmIg, fie! shame on your plan, 
To tax each struggling artisan 

The debt you owe the nation ; 

Or, what is worse, on girls that stitch, 
And rub and scrub, and made you rich, 
Impose the Federal ration. 


Consistency’s a jewel, JEEMS: 

Pluck out thy mote, nor heed the beams 
Of those plethoric Viziers, 

And show the world your good intent 
By striking off the large “ per-cent” 
You laid on advertisers. 


oOo 
Freedom Forever. 


Our philosophic friend of the Tribune speaks of “‘ the great idea of 

teedom which stands open-handed at our portals, and stretches forth 
electric touches which reach all men.” This, we understand, is in- 
tended in a complimentary spirit to Mr. Provost-Marshal KENNEDY, 
Who is presumed to be a fine embodiment of the “great idea” in 
question, and whose “ electric touches” are said to be very touching, 
Particularly in Cell Number Four. 


i 





e* 


At the Sticking-Point at Last. 

H. C. SPALDING, of glue reputation, is raising a company for the War. 
We hope when they reach the front of battle the company may stick 
together, and that they may always havea glut-inous appetite for 
the enemy. Bulls have been facetiously called Pills, and here Cap- 
tain SPALDING may find it desirable also to arm his able-bodied men 
with his CEPHALIC PILLs, if. he has an extra stock on hand, as, pro- 
perly administered, the foe would inevitably be forced to make a ra- 
pid retreat. 


——— 
Latin for it. 

‘“‘ Mercy on me! the Rebels have crossed the Potomac at NoLEN’s 
Landing !” cried the alarmed Landlady. 

“Indeed!” said the Lodger, calmly. ‘* Well, what landing do you 
suppose they will make when they recross ?” 

‘“‘Dear me! how can I tell? Which do you think, sir?” 

“T opine that they will make a Nolens volens landing!” replied the 
imperturbable Lodger. 


i 
Genius. 

A PROVINCIAL critic says of one of the female novel-writers, that 
“she rises with each occasion for the display of her genius.” Does 
her genius consist in a well-turned ankle? or what? 


i 
A Coincidence. 


Ir seems that Lirtie Crow, chief of the Sioux nation, has dis- 
mounted from his high perch, and gone down on his marrowbones 
to Colonel SIBLEY, praying for mercy. 

In connection with this, the rebels, who had their Little Crow in 
Maryland—and a very brief cockadoodledoo it was—have shut up 
very suddenly, and may soon be expected to go down on their mar- 
rowbones to McCLELLAN, 
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“A LIFE ON THE OCEAN WAVE.” 


Julia.—“ O Cartes! WE SHALL vupPsET! 
PASTIME ?” 





How can YoU DELIGHT IN SUCH A DANGEROUS 


Postage-Stamps as Medicine. 


A RELIABLE gentleman informs us of a cu- 
rious discovery made by him with regard to 
the efficacy of postage-stamps in several dif. 
‘| ferent complaints. Some packages of these 
interesting representatives had become con- 
glomerated in his pocket, from the heat and 
damp, and he placed them in a jug of water, 
to separate and cleanse them. Bring aware 
of the abstergent qualities possessed by Bour- 
bon whiskey, he added about a quart of that 
extract to the jug of postage-stamps-and-wa- 
ter, which he left upon a table in an accesgj- 
ble and well-ventilated apartment. Five per- 
sons partook of this beverage, in the course 
of the day. Two of these, who had latterly 
{been subject to low spirits, were so much 
benefited by it that they fell out and pun- 
melled each other until both fainted from loss 
of wind. An old lady of the family drank a 
little of it, and says she has not felt so gum- 
‘|my for twenty years previously. The others 
who had a pull at the syrupy compound were 
variously, but cheerfully, affected by it. Our 
,|informant thinks red stamps the most effica- 
cious, as a general rule, and argues very sen- 
sibly against giving any person the Blues. 
In making the decoction of postage-stamps, 
the Bourbon whiskey should not be forgotten. 


-——————LW 
Discounting in the State Department. 
Amona domestic items, the following 
- catches the newspaper-reader by the eye- 
~ | lashes : 
/ “Count Gurowsk1 has been dismissed from the 
State Department.” 

We burn to know what GurowskI! has 
done that he should have thus been Counted 
out. 

i 





Tue Ricn Man’s Grist.—Ground Rents. 








RALLYING SONG. 
L 


Come out, ye jolly soldier-lads, with musket and with sabre, 
The foeman’s drums are beating and his foot is on our border, O! 
But we can polish off his hosts without especial labor, 
If we step out smart and lively with our weapons in good or- 
der, O! 
Virginia’s played out, and the South takes this occasion 
To send upon the rampage every trooper in the saddle, 0! 
But we shall shortly show her that this “ terrible invasion” 
Is but preliminary to a terrible skedaddle, O! 


Il. 


Oh! the Yankee blood is up, now, in every town and village, 
The roads are filled with regiments of fellows young and lusty, 0! 
For when a man’s own home stands a chance of fire and pillage, 
The bayonet grows brighter while the pruning-hook grows 
rusty, O! 
Dav, fighting for the Right, slew a giant with his pebbles; 
If the Union cause should fail, it would be indeed a wonder, O! 
Fail ? there isn’t such a word! Forward, then, upon the Rebels, 
And drive them from the fertile fields of Maryland to thunder, 0! 


i. 


Let the strifes of parties cease, lest our unity they sever; 
Let our war-cry and our watchword tell the same old noble 
story, O! 
“The Union,' indissoluble, as then and now, forever !” 
And with that upon our banners, ours the triumph and the 
glory, 0! 
So the dirty Rebel rabble shall be driven back to sorrow, 
And the bogus Southern government shall founder in the shal- 
lows, 0! 
Theirs the boasting of to-day—for us the mighty deeds to-morrow, 
Till Secession goes to grief, with its apostles on the gallows, O ! 





Iv. 


Then come, ye jolly soldier-lads, be ready on the minute ; 
Turn out from factory and field, ye bold: and brawny yeomen, 0! 
The laurel-wreath’s for you, but your doughty blows must win it, 
And hurl a hot destruction on the army of the foemen, 0! 
Come, foot and horse and cannoniers, nor ever fail or falter, 
From Pennsylvania’s mountains and from Maryland’s fair lev- 
els, O! 
Till every Rebel leader finds his wezand in a halter, 
And our happy land is ridded of the bullyragging devils, O! 


ee 
OUR BOOK REVIEW. 


The Warning of War: a Poem. By Cuar.ss T, Conepon. 
York : Francis Harr & Co., 63 Cortlandt Street. 


This poem was read by the author before the United Societies of 
Dartmouth College, at Hanover, N. H., at the Annual Commence- 
ment, July 30th, 1862. It is of a stirring character, thoughtful, 
and scholarly, and is printed in a style very creditable to the pub- 
lishers. 


New- 





| 

} 

| 
Saint Denis: by VictorHuao. New-York: Carueron: 413 Broad- | 
way. 

This volume makes No. IV. of the popular series of novels wreath- | 
ed together under the one title of “Les Miserables,” It is readably 
translated, and printed in good, legible type. | 

} 


a 
Christian Comfort. 


A RELIGIOUS paper consoles its readers with the reflection that 
“ whatever the issue of our civil war may be, the judgment of the 
world will do credit to the fighting qualities of the American peo 
ple.” We wonder if piety makes a man enjoy thinking that other 
people must admire nis energy in the holy business of cutting throats! 
But the ire of celestial minds is past finding out. 
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